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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


; Sir Whimſical Watehit, an old ) | 

Country Knight, a great Ad- . 

mirer of the Author of the *. 
Craftſman. | 

Mr. D*anvers, the ſuppoſed Au- | 
thor of the Crafiſman. 5 * — 
Mr. MaQtawdry, an Iriſh as Mr. Williams. 


tune-Hunter, 
Trap, D*anvers's Man. Mr. Symmonds, 
Look-out, an Intelligencer, Mr. Hill. 
Meſſengers, &:. - 
|  FOMEN. 
Widow Speedy. Mrs. Elſam. 


Meliſſa, Sir Whimſical's Daughter Mrs Purden, 
Betty, Meliſſa's Maid. Mrs. Gill. 


Scene LONDON. 
In D'anver's Chambers in Gray's-Inn. 
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SCENE'L 
Danvers and Trae. 


o O U're ſure Meliſſa is in Town 
pou ſay? 
” Trap. Yes, Sir, 
Dan. And that ſhe lodges---- * 
ECEFSS?S Trap. At the Golden Ball in 
the next Street, and to convince you what I ſay 
is true, behold this Letter, Sir. | 
Dan. Ha! it is her own dear Hand. Where, 
when, how, did'ſt thou get this Letter? Tell me 
ina Moment, honeſt Trap. | 
Trap. Why, Sir, Madam Meliſſa was at her 
Window, and ſeeing me go by, ſauntering along, 
and humming one of the favourite Tunes in the 
aft Opera, ſhe made a Sign to me to come croſs 
R 1- 
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the Way, and ſtay at the Door, when in five 
Minutes Tame, Sir, my old Friend Betty whips 
down Stairs, pop'd that Letter into my Hand, 
and then ſlapt the Door too again without ſaying 
one Word: By which I ſappoſe, Sir, the old 
Gentleman, Sir Whimfical Watchit, obſerves their 
Motions as ſtrictly here as he us'd to do at Coventry. 
Dan. But ſince he has ventur'd to bring his 
Daughter to Town, I don't deſpair of finding a 
Way to deceive him, notwithſtanding his Obſer- 
vations. | 
Trap. Ay, Sir, there's no Place like London to 
carry on an Intrigue in! A Man may find an 
Opportunity here to flip a Bille!-doux into a 
young Lady's Hand without hazarding his Neck 
in clambering over a Wall, or running the Riſque 
of being worried by a great Maſtiff, which you 
know, Sir, were Perils i went thro' almoſt every 
Night in the Country. 


Dan. Well, let me ſee what the dear Crea- 
tures writes. 3 [reads 
I have but juſt Time enough to tell you 
© that I came to Town laſt Night with my Fa- 
< ther, who admires the Author of the Crafiſ 
man more than ever; he thinks him the great- 
«* eſt Wit, and moſt deſerving Man in the Na- 
„ © tion; therefore as you are ſo nearly related to 
* him, and of the ſame Name, if you have done 
* as I adviſed in my laſt, I don't in the leaſt 
doubt, but every Thing will anſwer to our 
„ Meli ſſa. 
Nov, Sir, I hope your impertinent Curioſity 
is fatisficd, about my prevailing with my Couſin 
Caleb to lend me his Lodgings, and let me write 
the two or three laſt Papers for him. By theſe 
Means, altho' J have not naturally the Spleen 
and Rancour, nor all the abuſive Talents of = 
| rea 
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real Author of the Country Fournal, yet I ſhall 
be well enough able to paſs upon Sir Whimſical 
for ſuch. Nothing was ever better contriv'd. 
_ Trap. For your Purpoſe it may be, Sir, but 
Pm ſure I am quite ſick of the Contrivance. 

Dan. Why ſo? | 

Trap. *Tis impoſſible to hold out any longer, 
Sir, my Brain is almoſt turn'd already; one Fort- 
night more qualifies me for a Mad-Houſe. Here 
do I fit from Morning till Night, and am the 
publick Secretary to all Mankind, under the Title 
of your Honour's Amanuenſis. What a Heap 
of Inconſiſtencies have I every Day jumbling in 
my Head! Murders and Marriages; Balls and 
Burials, Sonnets and Slander, Epigrams, Riddles, 
Hiſtory, Houſes o' Fire, Law, Love Mathema- 
ticks, the Plague, the Pox, with the whole Fami- 
ly of the P's. Some Things indeed we fling in- 
to the Fire, but then we are forc'd, you know, to 
tranſcribe all the Nonſenſe that comes from the 
Squirts, the Squibbs, and the Squats, altho' they 
oblige us to contradict, this Week, what they 
made us affirm the laſt 3 not to mention our Ar- 
ticles of Foreign News, and the Difficulty of 
picking ſuch Things out of them as may ſerve 
the Turn of your Couſin's Patrons. 

Dan. Well, Trap, have but a little Patience 
and this Trouble will be all at an End. 

Trap. I hope ſo, Sir, for I would pimp for 
you, lie for you; nay, o' my Conſcience, I think 
I could almoſt venture to fight for you, rather 
than copy theſe damn'd News Papers. 

Dan. Bur, while we do undertake the Buſineſs 
we muſt mind it, for as Caleb has done fo 
much to promote my Intereſt with my Miſtreſs, 
*twou'd be ungrateful to neglect his. In my O- 
pinion too the Thing is rather a Pleaſure _ 
| ; | a Fa- 
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a Fatigue; can any thing be more diverting 
than to obſerve the different Humours of Man- 
kind? I could never have believ'd if I had not 
been a Witneſs of it, that People were ſo deſi- 
rous to appear in Print; Every Day produces 
ſome Fool of a new Species to me, who wants 
to be mention'd in the next Paper, ſo deſirous 
are Men to be taken Notice of, if it be but for 
beating a Hackney Coachman, or burying a 
|  Relation.--- But what Intelligence have you re- 
ceiv'd from Sham-Title the Bookſeller ? 

Trap. Only another Article about the Kyez 
Menzikoff, but he's worn Thread bare already, 
an Account of an old Woman that hang'd her- 
ſelf at Wapping, a Story of a certain Lady of 
hy ry that beats her Husband, and was found 
2 with his Valet · de- Chambre; a Rape or 
two, and half a dozen Marriages. But here has 
been Mr. Peſtle the Apothecary in Abcburch. lane, 
Sir, he deſires you will keep the laſt Advertiſe- 
ment ſtanding, only let the long Worm be trans- 
ferr*d from the Farriers Wife at Weſtcheſter, to 
any Body you think fit in the Nortb. 

Dan. That Worm has been voided by at leaſt 
fifteen People already. But, hark, ſee who that 


is coming up. 


Enter Ma7awary. 


Mac. Well, now Honey, they ſay you are the 
Author of the Craft/ſman's Fournal, and I prithee 
wilt thou tell me if it is thy own dear Paper, or 
no Body's elſe ? 158 
Dan. I am the Author, Sir, at your Service. 

Mac. Why den fait dere are now and ten 
ſome pratty Tings in it, and writ with a good 
Aſſurance too, a very good Aſſurance 9 
| £5 | an. 
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Dan. I am proud, Sir, of your Approbation, I 
have always endeavour'd to make it as agreeable 
as I could to the Taſte of Perſons of your Qua- 
lity. | 
*. Arrah by my Shoul den you tink I am 

a Man of Quality. 

Dan. I gueſs fo, Sir, by your Air and Dreſs. 

Mac. And fait, Honey, I gueſs ſo too, and in- 
deed dere is nothing wanting but a great Paren- 
tage, and a good Eſtate ; and it is for that Pur- 
poſe, Joy, I am come to crave your Aſſiſtances, 
to make me the happieſt Man in London or Ire- 
land itſelf. EN | 
Dau. How is it poſſible, Sir, for me to alter 
either your Birth, or your Fortune? R 

Mac. Why, I will tell you now, I am after 
making Love upon. half a dozen rich Ladies, 
who have none bur Lord Mayors and Common 
Counſhillors of the Shitty for their Relations, and 
as they have never heard of any of the MaFaw- 
dry's in the Houſe of Lords, they think they ſhall 
diſgracetheir noble Bloods by marrying with me. 
Dan. I ſhould think, Sir, they would rather 
object to your want of Fortune than of Family, 
for that's very little regarded now a Days. 

Mac. U boo to an Engliſhman indeed it is 
a great Fault to want an Eſtate, for, by my 
Shoul, if he has nothing to live upon, he will 
ſtarve; but dear Honey, I'm of a — that 
has more Wit, as you ſhall ſee by the Project 
I'm going to acquaint you withal. 

Dan. Pray let me hear it, Sir. 
Mac. Why I would propoſe that it ſhould be 


a good Project for you too, for if you will clap 
me a Paragraph into your Paper, wherein you 
may make mention of ſome Lord Ma#tawdry, 
that has been after doing ſome great Exploit, 


why 
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that way for you, and a great Fortune for me. 

Dan. But was there ever any ſuch Perſon, Sir? 

Mac. No more than a hundred others, that you 
have given a true and faithful Account of, that 
were all Lies, Honey. 

Dax. Sir, I may be impos'd upon ſome Times 
by falſe Intelligence, but would not willingly 
publiſh any Thing that I know to _ wrong 
unleſs againſt a particular ſet of Men, ef! — 
when it may expoſe me to the private Reſent- 
ment of injur'd Pe rſons. 

Mac. Uboo— now by my Shoul he is afraid 
that ſome: of my Wife's Relations will cut off 
his two Ears .— But hearke, 2 by St. Pa- 
zrick it is much better, for a Man of your Trade, 
to have no Ears at all, for then he may write 
without fear of the Pillory. 

Dan. Sir, you are deceived if you think the 
fear of corporal Puniſhment has avy Weight 
with me, compared with the hazard of my fe. 

tation. If you will tell me any thing re- 
— to your Family that is true, and fit to be 
mention'd in my Paper, I will endeavour to give 

it the beſt Gloſs L can for you. 
Mac. Upon 


dat is true; and my Family is ſo obſcure that 
you may ſay what you pleaſe of it, and no Body 
can tell if it is true or no. 

Dan. Pray, Sir, what was your Father? 


Mac. Becauſe you are my own dear Friend, I 


will tell you a Secret now? By my Shoul I can't 
tell what he was— but I believe he was a Gen- 
tleman, for he was a Whoremaſter, and above 
his Promiſe. 
Dan. Your Mother? 


9 


why there would be two Peeſhes ſoon earned 


my Shoul der was born in the 
Bog of Allen, in the Kingdom of Ireland, and 
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Mac. My Mother might be a Gentlewoman too, 
for ſhe was a Foundling ; and ſo won nao thatmy 
Father did find her, in 4 private Place when no 
Body was by, and about nine Months after, my Mo- 
ther found me; but my Father was ments aye fince; 
Dan. A very genteel Parentage truly! Really, 

Sir, if this is all the Account you can give of 
your Family, it will be impoſſible for me to do 
you any Service; my Brother Fogg, or the Penny. 
Poſt it's likely may do what you deſire: A 

Mac. Why look ye, Honey, I have propoſed 
fair, but if you are a Fool and ſtand in your own - 
Light only for fear of being put out of Counte- 
nance, I ſhall never think well of you or your 
Paper either for the future, for let me tell you, 
Joy, all that has recommended it hitherto, has 
been your telling Lies with an impudent Faſh. By 
St. Patrick, J will find out a Herald, that for the 
ſame Money ſhall make me a Pedigree as long as 
a Bill in Chancery. [Exit Mactaudry. 

Dan. What another Viſiter ? 


Enter Widow, 


Widow. Sir, T am your moſt obedient Servant, 
and tho* unknown, very much indebted to you. 

Dan. To me, Madam ? 

Wid. Yes, Sir, to you. | | 
Dam How, I beſeech you, Madam, have I 
been ſo happy to ſerve you? | 

Wid. On three ſeveral Occaſions, Sir, the Death 
of three of my Husbands, which you mentioned 
every Time in that genteel Manner in your Pa- 
per, that I never read any Thing with more 
Pleaſure in my Life, and Sir, having buried the 
fourth Yeſterday, I come to give you this early In- 
telligence of it, not — but you will do Ju- 
ſice to the Memory of the Deceaſed, 

C | Dan, 
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Dan. It is a very extraordinary Thing indeed, 
Madam, for a Lady ſo young as you ſeem to be, 
to have been four Times a Widow already. 

Wid. And the Town talks of marrying me a- 

uin immediately to ſay the Truth there is a 
Gentleman, one Colonel Mactauwdry, who is very 

importunate with me, ſo importunate, that he will 
ſcarce give me a Day's Time to conſider of it ; but 
F had ſo great a Value for the dear Man that's 
dead, that I am reſolv'd not to think of any ſuch 
Thing at leaſt theſe three Weeks. 

Dan. Is it poſſible, Madam, you can live fo 
long in the melancholy State of Widowhood ? 

Wid. 1 loved my Husband, Sir, and nothing 
is impoſſible for Love to do. 

Dan. I wonder Madam, how you have been 


able to preſerve ſuch Luſtre in your Eyes after 


ſo much Weeping as you muſt needs have had: 

It is a hard Task to part with that one loves. 
Vid. O, Sir! No Misfortune in the World is e- 

qual to it, and none can tell what it is but thoſe 


who have had the Trial; for my own Part, I ſwear, 


tho* I have buried four Husbands already, I 


I would bury forty more rather than give one I - 
lov'd the Pain of mourning for me. It is not to 


be told what Floods of Tears I have ſhed. 

Dan. To have the Honour of being wept for 
by thoſe bright Eyes, who would not wiſh him- 
ſelf the happy Man to die your Husband ? How 
did you call your laſt pray Madam ? 


Vid. Simon Speedy, Eſq; Sir. 
Dan. I will not fail of giving an Account of 
his Death in my next Paper, Madam. 
Mid. Pray, Sir, accept of this Trifle, but let me 
beg of you to remember the Exceſs of my Sorrow, 
my agonizing Pains and height of Woe ; _ 
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I do marry again you ſhall be ſure to hear from 
me. Your humble Servant, Sir. [Exit Widow. 
Dan. This Widow is reſolv'd to loſe no Time 
I find. What impertinent Viſiters does this new 
Profeſſion draw upon me! 

Trap. But here comes one will, I am ſure, be 
welcome, Sir, | 


Enter Betty. | 
Dan. Ha! Betty ! Welcome to Town, my Dear, 
nay, I muſt kiſs and kiſs again [kiſſing her. 


Betty, Lud! Lud! you take me for my Miſtreſs 
I believe, you kiſs ſo feelingly. 

Dan. How does the dear Angel do? | 
Betty. Never better—— and Sir Whimfical 1s in 
the utmoſt Impatience till he can ſee you; he is 
combing out his full Bottom Peruke, that has been 
in buckle ever ſince the laſt Year of Queen Anne's 
Reign, todo you Honour, andwill be here inſtantly. 

Dan. And Meliſſa with him. 

Betty, That you may depend upon, for you 
know he never uſed to truſt her out of his Sight, 
even in the Country, and he thinks he has much 
more Reaſon to be watchful of her here, where 
he ſuſpects all Mankind have a Deſign upon him 
and his Family; there is only the Author of the 
Crafiſman, that he thinks a Man of any Honeſty. 
My Miſtreſs is in great Pain for your Conduct, 
in perſonating that Character for if Sir 
Whimſical ſhould find you out. —— 

Dan. Never fear, Child, I am too well acquaint- 
ed with my Couſin Caleb's Secrets, and the Deſigns 


of thoſe that employ him to be out in my Part. 
Betty, Well, I muſt run home again, for I be- 
lieye by this Time the Knight is equipt, but let 
me leave this Caution with you, don't let your 
Paſſion diſcover your Diſguiſe, no winking, no 
g C2 ogling, 


| 
' 
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ogling, to give Sir Vhimſical Suſpicion, but if, by 
your good Management, you can get his Conſent, 
you know you are ſure of hers, and ſo Succeſs 
attend you. 201 [Exit Betty, 

Dan. Well, now is the Criſis of my Fortune, 
Come, Trap, help to accoutre me. [dreſſing himſelf. 
My beſt Peruke Sirrah. 

Trap. What do you mean Sir? [ ſhakes. hi; 
Head] You are going to undo yourſelf ; this 
Wig counterplots all your Schemes, and this 
Jaced Coat gives the Lie to your Profeſſion. 
Would you repreſent a true Author, you ſhould 
have an old Ramilee without any Powder, a dirty 
Roller round your Neck, a ruſty black Coat, a 

air of Snuff coloured Stockings, with a Braſs 
Eure Sword jingling againſt the Heel of one Shoe, 
and never a Heel to other. And then, for your 
Countenance, he is a little of the plumpeſt — 
I with we may not be diſcover” d——- you really 
look, Sir, like one that eats three Meals a Day. 
| Dan. Hold your prating Sirrah, every Body 
knows Caleb is a ſpruce Fellow, notwithſtanding 
he has undertaken ſuch a ſcandalous and dirty 
Employment. But hark, ſee who that is coming 
up. | . [goes to the Door and returns. 
Trap. Odd ſo, Sir, the lucky Minute's come, 
here's Madam Meliſſa, and Sir Whimſical, and 
Betty, all in the Paſſage, , | 
Dan. Then ſhew the Way, and be ſure to re- 
member you Cue, to come in as I bad you; 
by that Means I ſhall find if there is any Like- 
lihood of getting the old Man's Conſent. 


Enter Sir Whimfical Walcbit, Meliſſa and Betty. 

Sir him, Yau may be ſurpriz'd, Sir, at the 
Liberty I take, being as yet a Stranger to your Per- 
ſon, but in me you pehold the greateſt of all your 
J ©... _—_— 
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Admirers, and this Hour that gives me the Plea- 
ſure of ſeeingyou,T account the happieſt of my Life. 

Dan. Iam ſo overcome with the vaſt Honour you 
do me, that you muſt excuſe me if I don't make a 
Return ſuitable to the Immenſity of your Bounty; 
but in the mean Time beg I may know the Name 
of one to whom I am ſo prodigiouſly obliged. 

Sir Whim. I am called Sir Whimſical Watchit, 
of Grumble Hall, in the County of Warwick, 
Knight, and am come to Town on purpoſe to have 
an Opportunity of ſeeing, and paying my Reſpects 
to the Author of the Craft/man, who has given me 
ſo much Pleaſure in the Country, for let me tell 
you, Sir, ſince the Gout has ſpoil'd my Fox-hunting, 

nd that time- ſerving Rogue the Parſon and Ihave 

uarelled, who was indeed but bad Company at 
the beſt, I have no Amuſement there but your Pa- 
per, which I read twice or thrice over every Week, 
but at no Time with ſo much Satisfaction as on Sun. 
days in the Afternoon at Church, when my Friend 
Domine has ſet the reſt of the Pariſh a ſnoring. 

Dan. I am very glad, Sir, any Thing of mine 
can relieve your idle Hours. But pray, Sir, this 
young Lady am I fo far honour'd to have 
her for one of my courteous Readers too ? 

Sir Whim. Who! Milly? Why ſhe admires you 
more; if poſſible, than I do myſelf ; ſhe can ſay you 
by rote, and never mentions the Craft/man without 
wiſhing to be acquainted with the Author of it. 
Dan. The young Lady does me a great deal 
of Honour, as well as yourſelf; but you make 
her bluſh, Sir. $5 
Mel. Oh! my Father loves to be merry, Sir. 

Sir Whim, Why ſure the Girl need not be a- 
ſham'd to own ſhe admires a Man for his Head- 
piece; adod I think it looks like great Modeſty, 
for that's generally the laſt Thing the Women exa- 


. mine 
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mine into : But, dear Mr. D*axvers, you and 
I muſt be better acquainted, you ſhall promiſe to 
ſpend a little Time with me in Warwickſhire, there's 
a good old faſhion'd Houſe, and you ſhall. find an 
old faſhioned Welcome too, that is, an hearty one, 

Dan. Sir, theſe Declarations of your Eſteem 
make me quite aſham'd to think how little I de- 
ſerve them. | 

Sir W/him. You have deſerv'd well of every ho- 
neſt Engliſhman ; Odd you have maul'd the other 
Side; and tho? you can't, either with Truth or Safe- 
ty, come to Particulars, you have pay'd them off 
with Inuendo*'s. O how I admire your excellent In- 
veCtives ! *Tis no Difficulty to abuſe a Perſon that 
we know is an ill Man; but the Art is to make a 
Woolſey or a Menzikoff, of one we are convinc'd is 
honeſt and deſerving, when we are reſolv'd to hate 
him. This is what we all love you for; go on dear 
Caleb, pull down thoſe Idols Merit and Honeſty, 
they are the greateſt Enemies of our Party. 

Dan. I do aſſure you, Sir, I ſhall always uſe my 
utmoſt Endeavours to do it, and am mightily 
pleaſed to find the Party is ſenſible of the Diffi- 
culties I have to encounter. 

Sir //him. But the Time will come when we 
ſhall all be made amends. 

Dan. For my Part, Sir, I have no View but to 
the Publick Good. 

Sir Vhim. Ay, ay, that's what we all pretend, 
but you have too much Senſe to be in Earneſt 
when you ſay ſo. | 

Dan. I own that I think there are fome pretty 
Employments in the Government, that my Friends 
and 1 could like to occupy 3 but that would 
be for the Publick Good you know. 

Sir M bim. Right, and in order to increaſe the 


Publick Good, you muſt endeavour to — J a 
6 . ittle 
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little more; you muſt talk pathetically on the Ad- 
vantages of a Peace, when there ſeems to be a ne- 
ceſſity for War; you muſt try to ſtir up the Rage 
of the Populace, and animate them to War, wien 
there's Likelihood of a Peace, find Fault with all 
Meaſures that are taken Right or Wrong, and then 
who knows but you and I may come to be Men in 
Power, and little Milly here may pur in perhaps 
for a Maid of Honour, 

Dan. So much Beauty, Sir, as this Lady's, 
would be as great an Ornament to a Court, as 
your great Parts would be to the State. 

Mel. O! Sir, Flattery in one of your Profeſſion 
is as pardonable as ſome Vanity muſt be in the 
Perſon you addreſs it to. 

Dan. No, Madam, the Vanity would be on the 
Man's Side who ſhould attempt to flatter you. 

Sir Vbim. Adod Mr. Danvers you will make the 
Girl proud of herſelf indeed, ſhe does not uſe to 

meet with theſe high-flown Compliments in the 
Country. 5 


Enter Trap. 
Trap. Sir, Sir, if you pleaſe 
Dan. You ſee I am buſy, | 
Trap. But Sir, this is an Affair of Conſequence, 
Mr. Baflecauſe, the Lawyer, ſays, he muſt needs 
ſpeak with you, the old Gentleman will come to 
your own Terms, and deſires to meet you this 
Evening at his Chambers. 5 
Sir him. You are not going to Law I hope, 
let me adviſe you to make it up at any Rate, for 
Lawyers are the Devil? | 
Dan. Why, truly, Sir, I wou'd almoſt as ſoon 
meet the Devil as this other old Gentleman, for 1 
have very little Stomach to the Buſineſs propos'd. 
Sir him, Pray what may it be about? 5 
| an. 
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Dan. You muſt excuſe me, Sir, there's a Lady 


concerned in it, and I am always cautious of di- 
vulging their Secrets. 1 | 

Sir Whim. I ſmoke it! a Lady and a Secret, a 
ſmall Child, or ſo, I ſuppoſe ; adod ! I can't blame 
her whoever ſhe is, were I a Woman myſelf I could 
refuſe a Man of your extraordinary Farts nothing. 

Dan. I wiſh this young Lady, your Daughter, 
were of your Mind, Sir, or the other Lady, I am 


ſpeaking of, had her Beauty, I ſhould then meet her 


Father with a great deal of Satisfaction, and Sign 
and Seal with as much Delight, as ever any needy 
Courtier receiv'd a Share in the Third South Sea 
Subſcription, _ | | 
Sir Vbim. Sign and Seal! *tis a matrimonial Af- 
fair I perceive=— Adod I am glad he don't like 
the Propoſal, for methinks it would be an Honour 
to the Family of the Watchitnto have ſuch a Pa- 
riot ally'd to them. [aids] Perhaps there is not 
Money enough in the, Caſe. 
Dan. Much more than I am intituled to expect. 
Sir Whim. I deny that egad, I think you may ex- 
pect any Thing; but I ſuppoſe you have examin'd 
the Premiſes, and now don't Care to take a Leaſe 
for Life. | 
Dan. The Lady is I believe, Sir, as virtuous as 
a Veſtal, and could J tell how to come handſomely 
off with her Father, might continue fo till Doomſ- 
day for me. 
Mel. With her Father! methinks, Sir, you ſhould 
be more concern'd to know how to come off with 
the Lady; I don't know what you can ſay to her. 


Dan. Nor I neither, Madam, for I never ſpoke 


to her yet; in ſhort, I don't like the Woman tho' 
her Father offers Five Thouſand Pounds with her. 
Sir Vbim. Five Thouſand Pounds ! and not like 


her ! | 
Dan. 
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Dan. I prefer Happineſs to Money at any Time, 
Sir, and would rather marry a Woman like with- 
out a Shilling. 

Sir Whim, That's ſpoke like an honeſt Fellow, 
gadzooks ! What would you ſay now tomy Daugh- 
ter with Five Thouſand Pounds, and a good Spill 
more when I die perhaps? | 

Mel. Bleſs me! what are you doing, Sir, I 
have no Mind to be married. | 

Sir him. Not to any Jack—— but here's a 
Man of Merit, and one that I'll warrant, will 
make a conſiderable Figure in the World. * 

Mel. I believe it, Sir, for moſt People think 
he will, in a very little Time, be in one of the 
higheſt Poſts in the Nation. . 

Sir Whim. And what of that Huſſey ? You ought 
to like him the better for it. : 

Mel. So I do, Sir, as he is your Choice, and 
would conſent to marry him rather than diſobey 
you, though I keep my Viliting-Day in St. George's 
Fields, and have the Marſhal of the K:ing's-Bench 
for my Gentleman-Uſher. ene; 

Sir Whim. Why how now, Miſtreſs, hold your 
Tongue, dear Mr. D'anvers don't mind any Thing 
ſhe ſays, it is but in Railery, ſhe knows that I love 
Man of your Principles. Can you like the Wench? 

Dan. It is impoſſible that you can doubt it, Sir? 

Sir Whim, Well, ſay no more, Pl! have the 
Parſon ſent for this Minute. 

Trap. For that Matter, Sir, you need not ga 
ar, here's one lodges in the Houſe. 835 

Sir Vbim. And is he at home? 

Trap. He ſeldom goes abroad, Sir, but is for the 
moſt Part refreſhing the outward Man, or chewing 
the Cudd of Underſtanding : I ſaw him juſt now 
* heartily upon the Crumbs of Comfort, and 
he Honey Comb of Juſtification, in the Parlour. 
Sir him. This is an arch Rogue of yours, Son- 
. Law, that is to be. Hey! who have we here? 

D Enter 
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Enter Look-out, in a great burry. 


Look. Odd ſo, where is Mr. D' Anvers? we 
are all undone— I always ſaid that damn'd Thirty- 
one would be the Bane of us—— where is he I ſay, 
I muſt ſpeak with him. 

Sir him. What's the Matter, Friend? 

| Look. Matter enough, egad, there's a Warrant 
out againſt him, and the Greyhounds are at my 
Heels— I had but juſt Time to come and give 
him Notice of it, that he may ſecure himſelf. 
Dan. That's very kind Sir— a Pox on't I wiſh 


this Fellow don't diſcover me in the very Nick of 


my Fortune. | 
Look. You are his Friend, I ſuppoſe Sir? 
Sir Whim, Pray do you know Mr. D'anvers ? 
Look. Know him Sir! why I'm his Scout, you 
muſt needs have heard of me, my Name's Lookout, 
. T furniſh him with moſt of the Domeſtick ; honeſt 
Caleb] we've drank many a double Dabber toge- 
ther, before the Paper ſold ſo well; but he's the 
ſame good-natured Creature ſtill, and *twould 
grieve my Heart to have any more Misfortunes o- 
vertake him, he has been under roo many already. 
Sir him. What can this mean? 
Mel. Our whole Plot's deſtroy'd, What ſhall 
we do? * aſide to D'anvers. 
Dan. Never fear, I'Il bring all off. ä 
This is certainly ſome Informer Sir, what his 
Buſineſs is here I cannot imagine; but you ſee the 
Raſcal does not fo much as know me. 
8 | [aſide to Sir Whim. 
Sir bim. Hark ye, Sirrah, Do you know that 
Jam a Juſtice of the Quorum; get you down, or 
before George Þ'll lay you by the Heels. 
. Look. Sir, 
Sir #bim. No Words, You're a Spy Sirrah. 
Look. If Mr. D*anvers was here, Sir, he would 
inform you to the contrary. 
Dan. Mr. D'anvers is not here, and you had 
beſt go ſeek him ſomewhere elſe. Sir 


pineſs 
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Sir him. And look you, Friend, if you have not 


a Mind to go MX out of the Door, you ſhall 


be ſhewn the other Way, out of the Window. 

Look. Plague! This is uſing a Man very ill 
for endeavouring to ferve his Friend, 

Trap. Which of the two Ways will you chuſe Sir? 

Look. What are the People all mad? Toon, 1 
have miſtaken the Houſe I believe. 

Dan. and Sir Whim. Away with him, away 
with him, [Trap ſhoves him out, 

Sir Wbim. This was the moſt audacious F ellow, 
I wonder what he could deſign? 

Dan. I wiſh there be not, ſomething more in 
the Bottom of it than we foreſee, Sir. I muſt get 
the old Fellow out of the Way ſome how or o- 
ther. ; [ aſide, 

Sir him, Let the worſt that can happen you 
are ſure of Bail. 

Dan. But I ſhould be glad to know, Sir, if 
there is any ſuch Warrant or no? 

Sir Whim. I'll go my ſelf, and make Enquiry 
into it, and you ſhall know this Inſtant. Milly, 


leave you in ſafe Hands till I return, Child. 


[Exit Sir Whim. 

Dan. Yes, "FRY you ſhall be as ſafe as 
Love and this bleſt Opportunity can make us. 

Mel. What do you mean, Sir? 

Dan. To prevent any future Bar to our Hap- 
pineſs, let us make uſe of your Father's Conſent 
before he may have Time to retract it. 

Mel. You would not have me run the Riſque 
of diſobliging him? 

* Dan. Yes, Madam, rather than let me run the 
Riſque of loſing you for ever. 

Mel. Well, do with me what you will; you 
know too well how much I'm in your Power. 

Dan. My Life! my Soul! I'm all Extaſy. Trap, 
run you before and . Mr. 7 4 | 

D 2 Trap 
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Trap. Sir, I fly. [Exit Trap. 
Dan. Come, Madam, this Minute is too fa- 
vourable to be loſt, [Exeunt, 
Enter Widow, follewed by MaQtawdry. 
_ Wid. Mr. D*anvers! where is he? Oh! I will 
have Juſtice, I'll have my Story printed, and the 
whole World ſhall know— 
Mac. Now arrah by my Shoul, what can the 
World know to make an Iriſhman aſham'd ? 
. Wid. They ſhall know how you've deceived 
me — know that the fine Col. Ma#awary is 
dwindled into the Bully of a Bawdy-Houſe, and 
Puff to a Pharo Table. 5 

Mac. And fait two very pretty Trades, dere 
are ſeveral in Town that live in great — 
only upon one of them. 

Wid. Out of my ſight - I'm an undone Woman. 

Mac. But fait, my dear Widow, you ſhall not 
be long undone, Iwill be after embracing you, 
and I will ſtop your Mouth with Kiſſes. 
- Wid. I would as ſoon receive a Serpent to my 
Boſom---- Avaunt I ſay, and touch me not. 

Mac. O Honey, now the Parſhon has made 
both us two one, I muſt touch ye fait, Widow, 
and ſtrike ye too, for a little Money to pay off 
my Taylor and my Shemptreſs. 

Enter Sir Whimſical. 

Sir Y/him. Ods ſo! fly for your Life Hey 

where are they? Meliſſa! Mr. Danvers | | 
Enter Meliſſa, Danvers and Trap. 

Dan. Here, Sir, at your Service. 

Sir him O Son, it is but too true the Meſſen- 
gers are in queſt of you; _ don' t de diſeourag d, 
II ſtand by you. 

Dan. No, Sir, let the true Author of the Ws” 
nal ſtand it himſel. 

Sir Y/bim, Why who are you them] ? | 
Dan, Your Son-in-Law, 5 80 the "ep of our 
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Sir Whim. And not the Craftſman | 

Dan. No in good in Faith, Sir, but one of a 
much better Fortune, tho' of the ſame Name, who 
has loved your Daughter long, and craves your 
Bleſſing, as he hopes he ſhall deſerve it. 

Mel. And for me, Sir, I hope you will be indul- 
gent to this firſt Inſtance of my Diſobedience, and 
in which I myſelf muſt be the greateſt Sufferer, if I 
have miſtaken in my Choice. 

Sir Whim, Well ſince it is ſo, it can't be help'd, 
there have been a great many more extraordinary 
Marriages in the Journal of late, but if, as he him- 


| ſelf ſays, it is a Gentleman you have married ] for- 


= you, and Mr. D'anvers Ion muſt value you, 
or the Genius you have ſhewn in perſonating 
ſo deſerving a Character ſo well. | | 

Mac. Now upon my Shoul Honey 1 you 
much Joy, and J wiſh you would give a little Joy 
too, to my own ſhelf and to my other ſhelf here. 
Mid. Oh! nothing but Shame and Infamy can 
attend me. For, would you believe it, Mr. D'an- 
vers, ſince I have married this Gentleman, whom 
I ſuppos'd a Man of Rank and Figure, I have re- 
ceiy*d a Letter that informs me he's a common 
Sharper of the Town. | 

Dan. Lou are a little too haſty indeed, Madam, 
to be married again; bur I believe your Caſe is not 
ſo deſperate as you imagine, I gueſs your Bulineſs 
here, was to ſatisfy your Revenge in making your 
Story publick ; but though I have loſt the Chara- 
cter of the Journaliſt, I ſhall be able to relieve you 
in a better Way; be pleas'd to read that Letter, 
from one of my late Correſpondents, Madam, who 
| ſuppoſe is the ſame Perſon that writ to you. 
Mir. D'aners. | 

The Widow Speedy being wholly addicted to ex- 
* perimental Philoſophy; I could find no other Way 
to bring her off from marrying a Scoundrel, * 
1 & x ES os == _ . * 
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* by marrying her to him my ſelf, in the Diſguiſe 
of a Parſon; I underſtand ſhe deſigns to make you 
another Viſit to acquaint you with her Misfortune; 
© therefore leave it to your accuſtom'd Prudence to 
declare her Divorce when you think proper by 
< ſhewing her this, which comes from, 
Your conſtant Reader, 


And Admirer, 
_ After-plot. 


O unexpected Tranſport ! Oh fortunate Delive- 
rance ! did After plot diſguiſe himſelf to fave me? 
Then my Gratitude ſhall ſhew him he has ſav'd 
me for himſelf. * 
Mac. Well now fait this looks very fooliſh. 
Dan. I believe, Sir, this Letter will convinceyou 
that there's nothing left for you but to withdraw: 
The leaſt Part of your Crime is your Attempt upon 
this Lady; ſince ſuch as you are too often the Occa- 
fion of National Reflections, which are always unjuſt. 
Mac. Uboo, upon my Shoul, now I think it ts a 
Naſhonal Reflection upon a Jriſbman, to loſe a great 
Fortune after he has got her—- But however my 
dear Widow, you will give me one Kiſs at parting. 
[Goes to kiſs her and takes her Watch from ber Side. 
I will make ſure of this, it will help to get another 
Widow. | | „ 
And now my dear Spouſe, and you Mr. Jour- 
nal, and Madam Weekly Journal, and all of you, 
I wiſh you good by, and the Devil go with you. 
n | [Exit Mattawary. 
Dan. What a puzzling Scene of - Variety have 
I travelPd tad in a ſhort Time! and the Re- 
| flexion of it affords me the greater Satisfaction, 


Since by this Metamorph fas Put Zain FA & 
What Love and real Nabu never have obtain d. 
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EPILOGUE 
Spoken by Mr. Symmonds, who 
acted Trap. 


TH E Play concluded, *tis my humble Share. 

Gallaxts, to ask you how you like your Fare? 
With the beſt Efforts of a Pigmy Wit, 
PII try to ape the Epilogue Receipt. 
Parſons at Sermon's cloſe, in brief Pexplain, 
And fix their Doctrine, run it o'er again, 
By way of Epilogue ; ſo Poets chooſe, 
To ſum the Senſe up---you may chance to loſe. 
As for this Farce, our Author bad me ſay, 
That is, inſinuate in my own fly way, 
His Morals be has couch'd with ſpecial Care: 
And as a Secret now, Pl tell ye what they are. 

[pointing to Sir Whimſical. 
Old Quid Nunc's Chara#er bas flightly ſhewn, 
All Faction-monger's Cullies join d in one; 
This great Mecænas we to Scriblers give, 
Who cannot lie ſo faſt as bell believe. 
| | {pointing to D*anvers. 
My Mafler play'd the Author long enough, 
Yet bardly judg*d bis Merits Pillory- Proof; 
But when ill-natur*d Juſtice made a Potber, 
Wiſely drew off, and left it to another. 
| [pointing ro the Widow. 

Dame Speedy's Courage nothing. could reſtrain, 
Boldly ſhe ventur' d on the fifth Campaign; 
Four Times ſhe triumph'd a ſurviving Wife : 
Tow'll own we've drawn a Widow tis the Life. 


Mac 
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' Mac al Widows Scud bis Face aud clas 
And tbo from unknown Anceſtors be came, 


*Mong all bis other Wants be ftill put Shame., 
As to our” Author, 


He's drom'd is Rand or fall by publick Pac, © 


i 


But hopes their Cenſure you'll forbear to note, 
Who think by Cuſtom, and who judge by Rote. 


